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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
ON THE ROAD 

HROLF'S THRALL HIS SONG 

There be five things to a man's desire: 
Kine flesh, roof-tree, his own fire, 
Clean cup of sweet wine from goat's hide, 
And through dark night one to lie beside. 

Four things poor and homely be: 
Hearth-fire, white cheese, own roof-tree, 
True mead slow brewed with brown malt; 
But a good woman is savor and salt. 

Plow, shove deep through gray loam ; 
Hack, sword, hack for straw-thatch home ; 
Guard, buckler, guard both beast and human; 
God, send true man his true woman! 

DIFFERENCE 

There was one who hated, 

Then came to comprehend. 
It is too late — I do not care 

How very low he bend. 

There was one who loved me — 
I paid the punctual debt. 
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I cannot quite remember, 
Yet cannot quite forget. 

There was one I died for 

Several years ago: 
How helpless seems a summer nest 

Drifted full of snow! 



A SONG OF NO CONSEQUENCE 

This too delicious burden, 

This too persistent urge, 
This aching and this beauty, 

And the answer of her breast: 
This is her glowing guerdon, 

And this my utter rest. 

Take loveliness and wonder, 
Take splendor and take pain, 

Clean lightning and brave thunder, 
The silver slant of rain, 

And one white flower thereunder 
That lifts her face again. 

Love, love, love, love — 
The morning star is slain. 
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